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brance of things with precision; and his apprehension
was so good, that in skimming thus it was, with him,
precisely as though he had read very laboriously. He
excelled in unpremeditated discourse, which, whether
in the shape of repartee or jest, was always appro-
priate and vivacious. He often reproached me, and
others more than he, with " not spoiling him;" but I
often gave him praise merited by few, and which be-
longed to nobody so justly as to him; it was, that be-
sides having infinite ability and of various kinds, the
singular perspicuity of his mind was joined to so much
exactness, that he would never have made a mistake in
anything if he had followed the first suggestions of his
judgment He oftentimes took this my eulogy as a
reproach, and he was not always wrong, but it was not
the less true. With all this he had no presumption, no
trace of superiority natural or acquired; he reasoned
with you as with his equal, and struck the most able
with surprise. Although he never forgot his own posi-
tion, nor allowed others to forget it, he carried no con-
straint with him, but put everybody at his ease, and
placed himself upon the level of all others.

He had the weakness to believe that he resembled
Henry IV. in everything, and strove to affect the man-
ners, the gestures, the bearing, of that monarch. Like
Henry IV. he was naturally good, humane, compas-
sionate; and, indeed, this man, who has been so cruelly
accused of the blackest and most inhuman crimes, was
more opposed to the destruction of others than any
one I have ever known, and had such a singular dislike
to causing anybody pain that it may be said, his gen-
tleness, his humanity, his easiness, had become faults;